c We are living in such strange times that one can't be
astonished at anything/

Helene was not particularly shocked. The coffin job even
seemed to her to contain an element of humour, and she
could not restrain a smile. Michaud was upset that his wife
did not share the feeling of indignant amazement that
possessed him. Collecting the five-thousand-franc notes he
slipped them back into the envelope, which he threw on to
the dressing-table with a gesture of disgust. * Go to bed
now/ he said to Antoine, 'We will talk about this again
to-morrow/

Helene kissed her son warmly, shedding a few more
tears, and Antoine wept a little too. Before going out, he
raised his forehead to his father, who touched it with his
lips, as had always been his custom in the evening.

c Well/ said Michaud, when they were alone : c What on
earth are we going to do with all this money ? I suppose
we had better give it to the National Fund ? *

* I don't see any reason for that. It isn't stolen money/

e Look here, Helene : we can't keep money made out of
a deal in coffins. Do think for a moment.'

(I just don't understand you. The fact that this money
has been made by selling coffins is no more shocking than
if it had been made by selling sacks of flour.'

' Obviously/ said Michaud. * But it's a black market
job.'

c What if it is ? Aren't most things done on the bkck
market these days ? We have to put up with the way things
are in our own time.'

' I don't agree/ retorted Michaud. ' In that case, theft,
pure and simple, and even crime can become normal
conditions of existence. Besides, whatever you may say,
there is something repulsive in this coffin affair, and in the
vastness of the sum, to begin with. Seven hundred and
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